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acquired that princely dignity which made him
seem a being of a higher race than common
men. But the Devil was an Archangel long
ago, before he fell from Heaven; and if in
David Arnot's sorrowful proud face there was
something of the fallen angel, all the more
did he merit sternest condemnation.

So repeated Lord Marbrack inwardly ; and
so he said to Ludovick, and to Mungo.

Ludovick groaned:

" Alas, even now his spell is still upon me;
my heart cries out that he is pure, noble,
magnanimous, seeking only to bring comfort
to the suffering and unfortunate. But I know
the heart of man is desperately wicked, and
each day I wrestle in prayer and strive to root
up this devil-born love which binds me to a
warlock."

"Eh," said Lord Marbrack hastily, "but
the spell maun break to-morrow, when the
warlock's body'll be burnt to ashes, and his
souTU go back to his maister, Satan/*

The clock struck nine; the night was
cruelly cold ; the wind hissed and shrieked as
if with exultant voices of a thousand evil
spirits.

Mariota knelt by her bed in prayer; but her
prayer was a cry of anger. " O God, cruel God!
Why hast Thou created us ? "

And she wept and trembled, while her head
throbbed and burned, and her heart seemed